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April didn’t
know why John seemed so nervous. Sure, they’d both been away from
their hometowns and at college for the past while, but that didn’t
explain it.

John wouldn’t
have admitted to his nerves, but that didn’t matter. April could
tell from the way he squeezed the steering wheel, from his curt,
one-word replies.

What made it
worse to April is that she knew it was her fault.

“Don’t worry,
John. Your dad is going to love me!” April said.

She patted him
on the thigh and he nearly rear-ended the car in front of them.

“Hopefully,”
John replied. They were in his hometown now, so she hoped the drive
would be over soon. It had been pretty nerve-wracking on the
highway.

Truth be told,
April kind of felt nervous as well. She’d been hearing about John’s
father, Reggie, since they’d started dating. He sounded like the
alpha male type to her; he liked working out, he was a manager at
his job, and he liked to tell people (John especially) what to
do.

It was also
made clear to her that John valued his father’s opinion quite
highly. April felt the pressure to impress. She really liked John.
If being with him meant impressing his gruff old daddy, then so be
it.

To that end,
she’d chosen to wear a normal-fitting pair of jeans and a plain
t-shirt. No point trying to go for sexy, but she also wanted to
avoid the appearance of prudishness. Though, she had been tempted
to wear something skimpier. She and John still hadn’t sealed the
deal yet, and she was getting quite frustrated (not to mention
horny) waiting for him.

She figured he
was waiting for his father’s approval.

They turned
down a residential street. April looked at all the well-manicured
lawns, the freshly painted fences. It did seem pretty small town to
her.

“Remember, he
doesn’t like show-offs or smartasses,” John said.

He signalled
and they turned into the double-width driveway of a bungalow on
their right.

April snapped
her fingers and did her best to look disappointed.

“So I can’t be
myself, then?” She said, smiling.

John’s only
response was a tight-lipped nod as he put the car into park and
switched off the engine.

Popping the
trunk, John got out and grabbed their bags. April walked up to the
door and knocked.

The curtain in
one window fluttered for a moment, and she felt eyes scan her. The
deadbolt in the door slammed back, and the door swung inward.

“Yeah?”

She could only
assume the man greeting her was Reggie. He was taller than his son,
with a more muscular build. He even had the masculine look to go
with his alpha personality, with the cleft chin, large chest and
shoulders, and heavy arms. His sharp eyes squinted at April in
suspicion for a moment before flicking over her shoulder to look at
his son.

Something that
might have been a subtle smile curved the corners of his mouth.

“John!”

“Hi, dad,” John
said.

“You’re nearly
twenty minutes late.”

April jumped in
here, feeling suddenly defensive of John. “That’s my fault. We
forgot breakfast, so I asked him to stop so I could get
something.”

Reggie looked
at her, then. She saw his eyes were so blue they were almost
grey.

“That’s no
excuse for tardiness. If you tell someone you’re going to be
somewhere at a certain time, be there when you say. A lack of
punctuality indicates a lack of respect.”

She met his
stare with her own. As the match dragged on, that ghost of a smile
touched Reggie’s face again, as though he was pleased by her
spirit.

Finally, he
said, “Come on in. Looks like it might rain.”

She broke eye
contact first as he stepped aside to let them into his home.

After they got
settled in, Reggie sat down with them in the living room. He put
out a bowl of chips and a few bottles of water. The food and drink
all sat untouched. Reggie wasted no time. He grilled John on
school.

“I hope you
aren’t spending too much time being lovey-dovey with April here.
She’s not being too much of a... distraction from doing your
homework and readings?”

“No, not at
all. I think we’re going at a pretty reasonable pace, not taking
things too quickly...” John said, staring down at his hands, which
he’d folded in his lap.

Reggie looked
at April, then. “That remains to be seen, I think.”

John’s
exposition of rather private details ended when the phone rang.
Reggie excused himself to go answer. A moment later, he appeared
back in the living room with a cordless phone pressed against his
shoulder.

“It’s for you,”
he said, looking at John.

John took the
phone. His face brightened as the conversation went on. Reggie and
April watched him silently. Minutes later, he hung up.

“It’s Dan, he’s
heard I’m back in town and wants to meet up... But he has to leave
soon, so if I want to go see him, it has to be now.”

April was about
to jump at the chance to get out of the interrogation, but Reggie
spoke up.

“Great! You go
see your friend. It’ll give me some time to get to know April.”

April was so
shocked that she couldn’t speak up against it. Moving faster than
she’d ever seen him before, John collected his stuff and went on
his way. He gave her a kiss on the forehead, and an admonishing
look that told her to behave.

The fear crept
into her stomach as the car started up and he backed out, driving
away so quickly that the tires squealed.

“So it’s good
to know you two haven’t been... intimate, yet,” Reggie said,
breaking the silence.

“What the hell
is that supposed to mean?”

April fought
back against her fear with a burst of irritation. She could feel
her face flushing with blood from the surge of emotion. Her
breathing quickened and she squeezed the hell out of the couch
cushions as she leaned forward.

Again, he just
had that little wisp of a smile, like she was just some cute kid or
something.

“It means I
don’t think you’re good enough for my boy. You’re pretty and all,
I’ll give you that, but I don’t think you have what it takes to be
with him.”

April swallowed
the “Fuck you!” that was welling up into her throat. She really
liked John, maybe even loved him. His father was the biggest
obstacle to overcome. She knew that if she got Reggie to like her,
it would be smooth sailing from there.

Counting to ten
in her mind, she looked him in the eye again.

“Not good
enough in what way?”

“I think you’re
going to disappoint him when you two get intimate for the first
time, among other things. But that’s the biggest one I can see
right now. I don’t think you know how to please a man, little
lady.”

“That’s
outrageous! You know what; I don’t think you’re good enough for
John, either.”

Reggie snorted.
“Gee, getting a little defensive, aren’t we?”

April’s eyes
widened as Reggie lifted his hips from the chair. He undid his
pants and pushed them, along with his underwear, down his thighs.
His soft cock flopped out. It looked so big, already. April caught
herself wondering how big it was when he was aroused.

“I bet you
can’t even get me hard,” Reggie said.

April’s body
trembled. She didn’t know if it was with anger, arousal, or both.
Either way, she felt herself get wet.

“You’re such a
fucking asshole,” April said.

She stood. His
small smile grew larger as she pulled off her shirt, then undid her
bra and slid it off. Her breasts were firm and pert, the kind guys
loved to squeeze. She looked at his cock. It was still soft. Her
frustration mounted.

Huffing, she
turned around while undoing her jeans. She bent over, giving him a
show as she pushed her pants and underwear down, stepping out of
them. When she turned, she saw he still hadn’t gotten hard for
her.

“It takes more
than a little tits and ass to please a real man, girlie,” Reggie
said.

April didn’t
know why she felt the huge and sudden need to win his approval.
Part of her said to get her clothes back on, leave, and wait for
John at a coffee shop or something. The other part, the part that
made her pussy get slick, made her eyes watch Reggie’s shaft, told
her to do something else.

“I don’t think
I’ve ever met someone who’s as much of an ass as you are,” April
said.

He just waggled
his index finger at her, smiling.

Shaking her
head, April walked over to him. She went down on her knees in front
of him. Grabbing his thighs, she pushed them apart.

She grabbed his
cock. Her heart fluttered as she felt how warm and thick it was.
She started stroking him. He just shook his head.

Brushing the
hair from her face, back over her shoulders, April leaned in. When
she put the head of his cock in her mouth, she saw the first sign
of his arousal. His eyes widened slightly, and she felt him swell a
little.

She started
moaning as she sucked more of him in. He was still soft, so she
managed to squeeze every last inch of his member through her
lips.

 

Then Reggie
squeezed one of her breasts, letting his fingers trail up to pinch
her nipple afterwards. April winced, getting even wetter.

As he began
hardening in her mouth, she had to move back along his length. He
was so thick, so long, that she couldn’t take his whole member at
once. Before long, she had only the head and a bit of his shaft
locked in the tight ring her lips made around him.

“That’s
better,” Reggie said.

Still feeling
her breasts with one hand, he put the other on the back of her
head. He pushed. April whined as her mouth pressed farther down him
again.

He kept
pushing, making her swallow more and more of him. Barely half his
shaft rubbed against her tongue before she felt the head at the
back of her throat. He stopped pushing, holding her head in
place.

“Let’s see how
well you can use that mouth,” Reggie said.

She glared at
him. He met it with a glare of his own. She knew she was going to
please him, to make him beg for her body before this was done. Then
John would be all hers.

Grabbing his
cock again, she started stroking it. A shock of delight made her
pussy get wetter as Reggie’s eyes closed.

Feeling his
grip on her head relax, she moved her mouth back up his shaft.
She’d left saliva all over him, and his member glistened with it as
she pulled up along his length. Using her tongue, she played with
the taut flesh of the head.

“Yeah, that’s
it...” Reggie said.

She started
sliding her lips up and down him, stroking the part she couldn’t
reach with her mouth.

She was
surprised at her feelings of happiness and gratitude at his
approval. It made her hungry for more. She started moving her lips
in semi-circles on him as well as moving up and down. He pushed
down on her head each time, making her take as much as she
could.

Feeling him
harden even more, she stroked him faster. Her body felt so hot. She
felt the urge to go faster, to suck harder, as if pleasing him was
the only thing she could do to keep herself from burning up.

“Okay, that’s
enough of that,” Reggie said.

His fingers
tightened in her hair. The muscles in his arms tensed as he pulled
her mouth off him. Long strings of spit hung down from her lips,
connecting to his shaft. She wiped at her mouth with one hand, then
smeared it up and down his length.

She stared
wide-eyed at his cock. It had gotten so big and hard. She was
surprised at how big it had gotten, how hard she’d made it. Is
John’s this big? She wondered. Like father, like son, she
hoped.

“So you can put
those full lips and that tongue of yours to good use. What about
the rest of you? Stand up.”

Bracing herself
on his bare thighs, she pushed up to her feet. Her lips parted. The
sudden movement brought a release of more juices. She could feel
some of it tricking down the inside of her thighs. She saw his cock
quiver a little as he took in her young, naked body.

“A girl needs
to taste nice, too,” Reggie said.

He pulled her
down onto the couch beside him. She was like a toy in those big,
strong hands and arms of his as he turned her onto her stomach,
then pulled her by her hips onto her hands and knees. She found her
back arching for him, found herself aching for him to look at her
glistening little pussy.

Grabbing the
cheeks of her ass, Reggie pulled them apart. She yelped as he put
his face to her. His tongue slid up through her slit, collecting
her juices. She moaned when he reached her wet hole and pushed in.
He licked at her thirstily, trying to push his tongue deeper and
deeper.

April buried
her face in a cushion, whimpering as shocks of pleasure shot up her
back.

Finishing with
her pussy, Reggie’s tongue slid out of her. It moved up the cleft
of her ass, tickling her sensitive little rosebud for a moment. She
couldn’t believe how wet she felt down there, then.

Reggie smacked
his lips, pulling his face away from her. He made a noise of deep
satisfaction in his throat, akin to a growl. He was still close
enough to her that she felt the vibrations from the noise in her
sex. She felt the backs of her thighs pebble with goosebumps.

“Better than I
expected. Much better.”

She again found
herself desperate for his approval.

“Is... Is there
anything else you need to be sure of?” She asked, hoping to hear
one particular answer. She looked at him over her shoulder.

Reggie squeezed
her ass cheeks again as he considered. He pushed the ball of his
thumb down her slit. When he found her little stiff love button, he
moved the tip of his thumb in slow circles over it. April shut her
eyes, her lips pursing out from her teeth.

“Get back down
on the floor and we’ll see if you really are good enough for my
boy.”

April got up.
She started lying down on the floor, when Reggie stopped her. He
pushed his pants and underwear the rest of the way off, tossing
them aside. Grabbing a cushion from the couch, he put it between
his spread feet on the floor.

“Brace your
shoulders on this,” he said.

He grabbed her
by the waist as she got up on the couch, straddling him. His cock
pressed against her stomach, just above her mound. It felt so warm
and hot against her body, so wet. She needed to know how it felt to
have something that big inside her.

He held her
hands as she slowly leaned backwards. The blood seemed to rush to
her head as her shoulders found the cushion. Her chin got pushed
against her chest.

Reggie grabbed
her by the backs of her knees, then pushed them down as far as they
would go. Her wet pussy was fully exposed to him, then, angled up
to face him.

He was so hard
that he had to push his cock down with the ball of his thumb. He
rubbed the bottom of his shaft through her slit. April started
breathing quickly as his thickness pushed her lips apart, getting
him wet with her juices.

Reggie had to
stand up and lean forward a little to get the best angle. Still
pushing down on his shaft with his thumb, he slid his cock back
along her slit until the head rested against her opening.

April watched
as his cock trembled, pushing against her opening.

She hissed out
a “Yes...” as he entered her.

Reggie’s lips
pulled back in a snarl as her tightness gripped him. Letting go of
her knee, he used his thumbs to pull the lips of her pussy back so
he could watch as she accepted inch after inch of him.

“It’s so
big...” April said.

She felt
herself stretching around him. He went fast and hard enough that it
hurt a little. He snorted at her again, stopping.

“You’re going
to need to learn to take a big cock.”

He flexed
inside her. She grabbed him by the calves, hissing at and squeezing
him. The walls of her pussy wrapped even more tightly around
him.

“That’s a good
girl,” Reggie said.

He pulled the
part of his cock he’d managed to squeeze into her pussy back out.
It withdrew soaked in her juices, which trickled back down his
shaft.

Then he plunged
back into her and she screamed as he forced his way into her
tightness. He did it again and again, each time sinking a little
bit deeper into her pussy. She gripped him as tightly as she could
each time, relishing the sudden pain that transformed itself into a
deep, tingling pleasure.

He kept her
lips pulled apart with his thumbs, watching as more and more of him
could get into her. She’d made him so wet already, but her
tightness still pulled on his skin. It bunched back and pulled
forward with his thrusts.

Then April’s
mouth opened wide, and she started gasping. She let go of Reggie’s
calves, then grabbed her breasts. She pinched her nipples, rolling
them between her fingers.

Reggie fucked
her harder, then, feeling what was coming as she clenched up around
him.

“Yes, come for
me...” Reggie said.

He kept going
as hard and fast as he could, using his hips to force himself into
her now much tighter hole.

He kept going,
even as she came all over him. His eyes widened at what he saw as
he kept her lips pulled apart.

“Yes...” Reggie
said, “Yes!”

April saw how
her toes had curled. Her body felt like it was on fire, with her
pussy as the epicentre.

Then Reggie
swelled, hardening inside her. He buried his shaft deeply in her
pussy. She could feel his balls resting on her. They tightened,
lifting slightly.

Then she felt
his cum spurt down into her, hard enough to smack against the back
of her pussy. Reggie growled again, his eyes squeezed shuts and all
the tendons in his neck standing out.

“Take it,” he
said, “Take all of it!”

More and more
of his cum spurted down into her, filling her up. It felt so warm
inside her.

“God!” April
said.

Her pussy still
clenched and relaxed on him, squeezing out whatever cum didn’t
shoot from him.

Reggie pulled
himself partway out of her. He used his fingers to milk the last
bit of his load into April’s pussy. When he finished that, he
withdrew all the way. His shaft, still rock hard, was completely
coated in a mix of his cum and her juices.

April trembled
from exhaustion at the incredible release she’d just felt. Her
shoulders felt sore, so she moved her legs away from him and lay
down on the floor.

There wasn’t
much time to catch her breath, though. The phone rang.

Reggie, naked,
his stiff cock still dripping, got up and answered it. He spoke for
a few minutes in another room, then came back in.

Grabbing
April’s clothes from where they lay, he tossed them to her.

“Get dressed.
John’s on his way back. He’ll probably only be ten or fifteen
minutes.”

She knew she
couldn’t let John know about this, not if she wanted to be with
him. Wasn’t that what fucking his dad had been about?

Scrambling to
her feet, she hastily pulled her clothes back on. Strands of hair
clung to her forehead from her sweat, and she tried to push them
back.

Throwing the
cushion back on the couch, she sat down. Her pussy felt so sore.
She had never been stretched open that much that quickly before. It
was a deep ache, and there was something satisfying to it.

Reggie got
dressed less hurriedly. He’d only just sat down when John came back
in. He sat down beside April.

He looked from
Reggie to April, his brow furrowing. “Everything okay here?”

Reggie leaned
forward and put his hand on John’s knee. “Yeah, boy. Everything is
fine. April and here just took the time to get to know each other a
little better. You listen to me on this, son. I think this girl’s
great. You could do much worse than her.”

John smiled,
putting his arm around April’s shoulders. She winced at the pain,
but turned it into a smile. She could still feel the warmth of
Reggie’s seed inside her.

“Just try not
to have too much fun right away,” Reggie said, smiling at them.
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